RENDEZVOUS IN HELL

"It's not every day we get a fellow in tails/' said the blonde. "You're
very handsome, you know."

Then, suddenly seeing the hairs from the fur on Jean-Noel's clothes,
she said; "Lord, I hope it's not my fox moulting?33

She took one of the silver hairs, raising it to the light.

"No, it's all right, it's not the same," she said. "Have you been
making love on fur this evening? You don't want to tell? Oh, I'm not
curious, you know..."

And the two girls took off their clothes, and displayed their bodies
with indifference to their unknown customer's gaze, for their hundred
francs apiece. They merely retained their shoes and their silk stockings
rolled down over the ankles.

And now De Voos's coat, the re-tailored coat of Jacqueline's mur-
derer, lay on a chair in a sordid hotel, its tails trailing on the thread-
bare carpet looking vaguely like a disjointed body that has been
knifed.

And now Jean-Noel was lying naked in the middle of the bed be-
tween the two prostitutes, his eyes fixed on the ceiling.

"We brought you here,'3 said the girl who called herself Minnie,
"because it's the only place where there are mirrors Like that. And
when there are three of you, it's nicer."

She was ill-made, short-thighed, with large, clotted buttocks. The
one with the brassy hair had had a Caesarean, and Jean-Noel could
see, reflected on the ceiling, the long scar dividing her thin stomach.
She had pointed hip-bones, loose, shapeless breasts, and her livid skin
was marked with greenish bruises; she looked more and more like a
corpse.

Moreover, seen in those inverted depths, they looked all three like
dead bodies, suddenly and monstrously animated, at the bottom of a
crypt; or, again, like three corpses buried in a common grave, whose
gravestone had been raised at the instant of the resurrection of the
flesh that it might be consigned to Hell and its eternal damnation
accomplished.

Jean-Noel stared at this tangle of necks, legs, locks and pubic hair,
of which his own long, pale body, infinitely more beautiful than those
of the two women, was the centre and the pretext. They- were like two
demons, seizing on an angel to drag him down in a fall that would
have no end. And the pale angel watched his own hands feeling and
kneading these bodies that were hired out for every depravity, whose
function was to provide him that evening with a strange vengeance of
which he was both the protagonist and tie victim.

Jean-Noel made no reply to the two girls' obscene suggestions. He
had no desires. He was content to follow on the ceiling the ritual of this
Black Mass of love, and to regain a certain objectivity. He refused to
allow the girls' mouths to approach his face; but he handed over the
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